3
THE   SPELL   OF   THE   STREET
\HEN she left the bookbinder's, Juliette at first wandered about the neighbouring streets* She thought about her book as you think about somebody dear to you whom you have thoughtlessly put in great danger. Would she ever see it again ? She realised now, through her very anxiety, that the two most precious things she had in the world were this book and her packet of letters.
The packet of letters was at home, on a shelf in her wardrobe, right at the back of the very lowest shelf, hidden under her lingerie. Was it safe there ? Juliette opened her hand-bag and looked at the key of the wardrobe, a little key of shining steel, with a brass grip. No doubt the lock would not be difficult to force ; but after that one would have to attack the inside drawers, which were also locked. Nobody would ever think of groping under her lingerie.
What she was afraid of, in any case, was not so much that her letters should be discovered - reproaches, threats, a separation; what did she care?-as that they should be destroyed, or even soiled by somebody else looking at them. They were Juliette's chief possession, her worldly wealth, the one thing that, as people say, " made life worth living for her."
It is true that, to have the strength to go on living, you must hold on to something outside yourself. What a queer mystery it is ! This life, this wonderful life of ours, which people regard as so precious, surpassing everything else, not to be measured with any other possession, has nothing
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